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response in which they indulged independently, like famished
demons.
Thinking of her afterwards he found that that blurred stain
below her knee, that stain which resembled a bungled outline
of the figure 8, was the particular thing that brought back with
a fearful rush the subtle thrill that his senses felt even while his
conscious mind was so preoccupied.
But it was of her face—only of her face—that he thought at
the moment, and the expression upon it melted the bones within
him. What a desperate face it was! As he saw it now in that
dim place, with the thin strawlike hair falling straight down—
and there seemed so little of it—falling each side of her hollow
cheeks, he was struck by its pinched sharpness. Every feature
of it seemed in that half-light so contracted and long and pointed!
Her nose was thin. Her chin was thin. Only her eyes, looking
larger than they really were, seemed so desperately 'dark and
round!
For quite a perceptible moment Dud stared at her with stupid
embarrassment and she stared back at him from beneath the
wooden wall behind her, with terrified bewilderment. Then
her eyes grew less preternaturally round. Something, swift
as a breath, passed between them, and like a released bowstring
her tense muscles relaxed. She sank back a little against the
wall* Her thin fingers unclasped themselves from between her
knees and fell loose at her side, the bare arms above them look-
ing childish and piteously grotesque.
Suddenly she leaned forward listening intently. Then her
young breast heaved with a deep-drawn sigh and she lowered
her eyes and frowned. She was evidently thinking rapidly,
thinking intensely, desperately.
At last she raised her head, looked straight into his face, and
quick and fast, her voice sounding as husky as a thin gust of
wind through a patch of stubble, began speaking to him.
"I was listening to Old Funky. I heard all he said to you about
that man ia Bristol and their wanting to get rid of me. It's all
lies! They don't want me to go. They want to keep me till I'm
dead. Everything he said was lies—except about the horse. I
don't know who you are and I don't care. I like you! You're
good. I can see you're good. And you're the first one. Listen!
we're going to Yeovil to-morrow. We're going to the fair-
ground there. But I'll go to the post-office, and ask for a letter.

